
      Articulated Partnership


      

      
      
         I have a twin who lies within,

He's always got a happy grin.

He's tall as me but much more thin.



He's got my back, he's staunch and true,

And what I do, he does it too.

My silent partner, out of view.



I know that there will come a day

When we will part, each to his way,

And he'll lie down and there he'll stay.



But till that time I shall not grieve,

I see his smile and apperceive

That he's with me and will not leave.


      

      
   
      No Rest, No Sleep


      

      
      
         From my mouth I cussed

All around the smoke

Reminds me of dust

Panicking I choke



I scream and it's not for ice-cream

Everything is black

Waking up, I realized it's just a dream

I go for a snack



Not said sweet sick treat

Ice-cream is not for me

Exiting my suite

Can't let the dream be



Looking at salty dark chips

Can taste the ash in my mouth

My stomach craps up and flips

Now I have cottonmouth



Feels like my, head stops, starts

Fear settles in, janky spurts

No harmony is, helping with this art

I, am trying say, my being hurts



In the past, the pay was good, the blood was bad, guilt 



There were people who didn't take kindly

In the dust that the new old bad guys lit

Explosions! The smoke hits fast, blinding me

All around are rocks, red made into bits



I can taste the dust

I can smell the smoke

My life is a bust

Wish it was a joke



Snapping out of it, I decide not to get fed

I sigh

Instead, turning around I go back to my bed

I cry 
      

      
   
      Fire in the North


      

      
      
         The sun is cold today

As smoke hazes down from the north.



The orange disc

ooooBelongs to the azimuth of a different plane	

ooooOn the rock of some new star’s set

ooooHallowed as Burgon’s “minster fane”

ooooBy beings we forget.



Outside ourselves

ooooBeneath a white of geologic frame

ooooWhere not a cloud from ocean settled

ooooCan be discerned, perhaps are Cambrians to name,

ooooSave that our appointments make us nettled. 

	

Circling in space

ooooRedundantly, as a Saturnian moon

ooooYou would not know it, if you saw

ooooExcept the pall that covers all of June

ooooWhose blue for us gives thought to law.
      

      
   
      Get Out of Your Head!


      

      
      
         There's a friend you once had, who you've not called or written to in years.

Both your lives just diverged, you moved on, and they slipped into the past.

Sure you think it'd be nice to catch up on your passions and careers,

Your new lives, and the friends you both made since you saw each other last.



Now and then, you do wonder what they think

About you, where you've been, and what you feel.



Are you sad? Are you glad? Do you miss the connection you once had?

Are you dead? Have you shed your shared past to move on alone instead?

Is it woe? Do you know what has kept you from calling long ago?

Are you scared if you dared to write now, they might think you never cared?



You might say you're not lazy but ashamed.

If they can't tell the difference, is there one?
      

      
   